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TEDDY'S IN THE CANEBRAKE. 


From a painting just presented to the Louisiana Historical Society.) 
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“What Fools These /Nortals Be!” 


‘“‘C)n THE moral side one can readily see that the railroads are justified in 
giving the lowest freights to that company doing the largest business 
from one point.”—7he Rev, Dr. MacArthur. 

The Rev. Dr. Robert S. MacArthur is one of the most zealous 
defenders of the Standard Oil faith, ‘The quoted words are part of 
his latest defence. If he is as far off on other points as he is 
on.“the moral side” he is a bad advocate, as bad as Chancellor 
Day. Dr. MacArthur should not undertake to discuss the rebate 
question in its application to Standard Oil and the railroads until he 
learns that the beginning of every railroad is a franchise, a permit- 
to-exist granted by the people. And the bed-rock of the franchise 
so granted is the stipulation that the railroad shall treat every shipper, 
big and small, power- 


Despite the presence of pneumatic head-harness, the foot-ball-hair- 
joke bobs up bubbling every fall. Notice to contributors: 
Please send ’em elsewhere. 
= 
ERR WuRM declared at the Essen Socialist Congress that drunkenness is 
the result of long hours, low wages and unhealthy dwellings. —7'he Sun, 
That explains why a downtrodden workingman will sit half 
the night in a vile, unsanitary ginmill. 
hae 


WE Have received a printed slip from Lippincott’s beginning: 
“Seldom does it fall to the reviewer’s lot to peruse a more 
thoroughly satisfying 








ful and weak, strictly 
alike in the matter of 
freight rates. “On the 
moral side,” which Dr. 
MacArthur so rever- 
ently refers to, nothing 
is more immoral than 
the secret rebate. If, 
as Dr. MacArthur says, 
the railroads are justi- 
fied in giving rebates to 
the Standard Oil Com- 
pany (which is what 
he means although he 
speaks generally) why 
is secrecy an invariable 
essential? ‘On the 
moral side” we are 
wont to find frankness 
and open honesty; not 
deception, falsehood 
and stealth. 





“e 
11K WEDDING of Miss 
Gladys Vanderbilt and 
Count Szechenyi will take 
place next month.—Mew- 
port ltem. 
Jungle papers please 
copy. 


Cun corr (i. e , shav- 

ing yourself), intro- 
duced by the Sua, has 
become extremely 
popular, and has super- 
seded the old game of 
chin golf, which con- 
sisted of sucking 
Scotch whiskey on the 
club-house porch and 
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and praiseworthy mag- 
azine than the October 
Lippincolt’s.” Modesty 
is a virtue, but we 
don’t believe in over 
doing it. 


‘Ne ‘ 
NE GATHERS from Mr. 
Hard’s article that 


John A. Johnson is a man 
of alert but not profound 
intellect, who is more dis- 
tinguished for common 
sense and fairness than 
for the creative faculty or 
any capacity for leader- 
ship.— Zhe Sun. 

Precisely; there are 
lots of Johnsons in the 
country. It is by con- 
trast with them that 
T. R. shines. As we 
have observed before, 
what this country 
needs is a Democratic 
Roosevelt. 

ba 

AS EARLY as 1750, 

Peter Kalm, a Swe- 
dish gentleman, fore- 
stalled criticism. of lis 
nature writings by 
President Roosevelt. 
Of Niagara Falls he 
wrote: 

‘‘You must excuse me 
if you find in my accovnt 
no extravagant wonders. 
I cannot make nature 
otherwise than I find it. 
I had rather it should be 
said of me in time to come 
that I related things as 





























yarning about long 
drives and miraculous 
puts. 


ROCKEFELLER SAYS HE IS BUT 


So, OF COURSE, LIKE ALL STEWARDS, HE IS LOOKING FOR HIS TIP. 


they were, and that all is 
found to agree with my 
description, than to be es- 
teemed a false relater.” 


“THE STEWARD OF WEALTH.” 
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PROBABLY A CANARD. 


Me. MicroseE.—- Horrible catastrophe! Ten million lives lost! 

Mrs. Microspe.— Goodness gracious, Mike! 

Mr. MicropeE.— The First National Bank, without a word of 
warning, sterilized a dollar-bill! 


What happened? 


| Nghe is a man who has spent his time with hair-vigors, 
electric-brushes and newspaper recipes, when he should have 
been winning a laure! wreath to cover his ignominy with. 
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THE LIVELY PARALLEL. 


WHAT THE BILLBOARD SAID. 
The Evening Pest: 
“*The Flapjack’ will have a 


WHAT THE Papers Salp. 
The Evening Pest: 
“Tt is preposterous to think | 
that ‘The Flapjack’ will have | run.” 
more than a two nights’ run.” | 





The Hurled : 

** A successor to ‘The Mikado’ 
is yet to be found, as was demon- 
strated by ‘The Flapjack’ which 

falls wide. It is the greatest 
swindle of the age.” 


The Hurled: 
** A successor to ‘The Mikado’ 
It is the greatest.” 


The Morning Coffee: 
“Of all silliness, this is the 
limit. Of beauty, humor and | 
music there is none.” 


The Morning Coffee: 
“... This is the limit 
beauty, humor and music.” 


of 


The Shun : 
“«The Flapjack’ deserves one 


The Shun: 
“The season’s scintillating 


good turn. It hasn’t it. It | sparkler.” 
hasn’t an excuse. It is not mu- 
sical, it is not comedy. Again 


we wait for the season’s scintil 
lating sparkler.” 





Franklin P. Adams. 


ANOTHER RICH STRIKE. 


FA‘® Oit Capira.ist (smilingly ).—How’s your latest gold mine 
panning out P 

FAKE MINE PROMOTER.— Beyond expectations. Why, old 
man, it’s assaying over a thousand suckers to the ton of literature! 
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TABLE TALK 


‘*Say, I asked yer fur ham an’ Boston not 


lt | 


il 


YY Hy 


Miss Finnerty, I want youse t’ stay down t’ night till ha’ pas’ six. 
Crash! 
Say, will yer wipe off this table Somebody’s spilt a 
Youghter see de new stenog we got in our orfice. 
Hones’, I mean it, I'll take yer out some 


Yes, an’ no supper money! The Idea! 
Glassermilk anner piecer lemingpie 
I bin waitin’ Brown the wheats, sixteen 
wx . Aw, quit yer kiddin’. 
see, wat wuz it youse had 

I didn’t see nobody take yer hat 


C-c-crash! 
Anner cupper corfee,”’ 


IN GOTHAM. - 
Oh, did yer? 


My gawd, that new goil went an’ dropped all them plates 


\\ Y yj 
rs 





IN THE BEANERY. 


I thought yer wanted . He says t’ me, he says 
Well, I says, if you think, Mr. Pettit, that I’m a 
Crash ! j Brown the wheats, ten ° 
Where's that hash? 
Gee, but she’s 
Le’s 

No, 


Check, please. 




































THE CYNIC’S PHILOSOPHY.* 


Fearful domestic scandals, revealed by accidents, ending in the 
breaking upof families, are becoming numerous.— Christian Advocate, 
N other days, which poets praise, 
Before the auto was in fashion, 

Man went the pace and fell from grace, 
Pursuing an illegal passion; 

And then, as now, obtained somehow 
The bittersweets for which he sought. 

For now, as then, ’twas held by men 
The sin of sins is being caught. 


How Helen fled her board and bed 





And bolted with her youthful doter— 





Coupé or dray or one-horse shay — 
We cannot say. ’T'was vof a motor, 
How kindred dames eloped with flames, 

By what device vehicular, 
We do not wot—no matter what 
Tt was, ’twas vof an auto Car. 


The point by cynics understood 
Is this: All ye of gossip dareful, 
If haply you can not be good, 
At least endeavor to be careful. 
All ye who sin, there’s danger in 
The modern car of Juggernaut; 
° So mind your eye when next you fly: 
The sin of sins is being caught. 
B. L. 7. 


* To which, needless to say, we most certainly do not subscribe. 


A STRANGER, BUT TAKEN NOT IN. 


“ N°” ruis,” remarked the tired traveller from the city, hesitating 

in front of a rural residence which commanded a distant lake 
view and hadn’t anything else in sight but woods and fields and 
superabundant sky, “this might be a good, quiet, peaceful place to 
spend an Autumn vacation while the bunch that has been away all 
summer pours into the city and chokes the streets and infests the 
dwellings. Here,” —the tired traveller cast his eye over all the un- 
sullied landscape, —“ here there ave no people; no shriek of infants, 
no din of noisy boys, no roar of traffic, no yelp of dogs, no gabble 
of women —for this, this is a lonely, distant, beautiful spot of rural 
solitude. I feel it, I know it, I ” 

His flow of poesy was cut short by the appearance of a tall, 
gaunt, worn-looking rural gentleman of about sixty hard winters, 
who stood in the front door of the lonely house, having emerged 
while the tired traveller was communing. ‘The rural gentleman 
gazed curiously at the other gentleman, but spake not at all. 





THE MODERN NOVEL AND 





AN OLD CURE FRUSTRATED. 


THE OLD MAN.— No wonder m’ sore throat ain’t no better this 


mornin’. Asked Bessie for a stockin’ to wrap around m’ neck an’ 


durned if she didn’t give me one o’ them fish-net open-works. 


Said the city man: “I was thinking what a beautiful, quiet, 
peaceful spot you have here— your home, I take it ?” 

The rural gentleman passed his hand tenderly over a rheumatic 
shoulder, selected a soft spot on the door frame to lean against, and 
slowly unfastened his jaw. His frayed, whitish moustache sagged 
and quivered with an errant zephyr. Gently he spoke. “Yep, this 
is where I live.” 

“No children within yon dwelling, I trow.?” asked the tired 
traveller, tentatively, knocking his suit case over on the grass by an 
inadvertent movement of his foot, as he shifted position to peer into 
the countenance of the rural gentleman. 

‘Mary. 

“You live, then, I take it, quite alone with your good wife?” 

“Yep.” 

The tired traveller’s hand passed over his weary brow ; a fever- 


ITS UNHAPPY ENDING. 























CHAPTER J, 


CHAPTER II. 
He stood over her—cool, masterful. 
The look in her eyes was not admiration; it 








tM GiACKENS 








CHaprTer III. 





HE scene shifting to the cattle country, the 
Modern Heroine rose to the occasion. Spring- 
ing to the back of the maddened steer, she 

guided him into the ruck of the stampede. It was 
a living sea—a symphony of thundering hoof beats. 
Delicious shivers chased each other over the Hero- 
ine’s quivering form. 

“Ah,” she pulsed, ‘this is life—/i7e/" 


was worship — tentative, as yet, but potential 
adoration. 

‘Damn you,’ he said, ‘I love you.” 

Spurning the petty methods of weaker souls, 
he knocked her down. Dragging herself to the 
dresser, she apprehended raptly the gathering 
plumbago tint of her left eye. 

“Oh,” she thrilled, ‘this is a MAN!” 


Moments grew into hours. ‘The Killers” 
passed its one hundred and fiftieth thousand and 
went out, like a snuffed candle. The Heroine 
was forgotten, She did not like this. Vague 
tremors warned her U:ai it was again time to say 
something climacteric. 

“This,” she vibrated, ‘is hell.” 

F. P. Smart, 








a tongue on this earth. She has a tongue that is set on a 
hair-trigger. Her jaw has not known a single feelin’ of 
fatigue for more’n fifty years. Her voice "— here the 
tone of the rural gentleman sank to a sad hush —“ her 
voice, dear stranger, is a little bit like a large planin’ 
mill, only some less reassurin’, so t’ speak. This lady 
talks mornin’, noon and night. In th’ mornin’ it is an 
avalanche of talk about nothin’. Up to and includin’ 
noon, it is a bilin’ cataract of talk about th’ same. At 
night she begins where she never left off at all in th’ 
afternoon, .an’ continues speakin’ till she gits reg'ler 
stirred up so she couldn’t stop no how—not ef she 
tried — which I never heard happen. Stranger, this 
lady thet I've been faintly describin’ t’ yeou hez ben 
boardin’ here for nigh on tew forty year. She's 
permanent. She’s married, and settled deown 
here—neow ef yeou see any fair reason tew sup- 
pose yeour stayin’ here for three weeks would be 
any advantage tew yeou—” 
“Friend!” cried the tired traveller, “more than 
friend! May Heaven reward you for your honesty 
(here the traveller’s voice choked with emotion). That 
honesty, sir, has saved me from crime, and you from bereave- 
ment. 1—-1—had best pass on!” 

The men parted, with a strong, silent hand clasp. The 
rural gentleman’s eyes watched the rapidly fading figure of the 
tired traveller who sought rest. Far down the hill, the swinging stride 
was carrying man and suit case into the beautiful distance. 









Sadly, sadly, the kindly agriculturist turned toward his home 
SHED FC ZEDING. y , 
PINCHED FOR SPEEDING “IT wuz tempted,” he said; “I wuz sore tempted! But, by Heck, 
THE REAL FACTS IN THE CASE OF THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE, I done Right!” Fred. Ladd. 


we you enter a shop state just what you want. For then the 
ish light shone in his wistful eye; his thin, beardless face took on merchant can go intelligently to work to sell you something 
such an expression of mingled hope, expectancy and awe as might else. ‘The great law of commerce is to sell people what they don’t 
have moved demon or angel. “Say,” he breathlessly asked, “if want. What they do want will sell itself, 

you want to take pity on a fellow-man, if you want 

to give kindness to a weary soul, if you want to win 
the everlasting plaudits of the Christian Graces of 
Faith, Hope and Charity, will you, —and I ask it 
reverently, meekly, with a tongue that speaks but 
softly, — will you, in the name of a Merciful Heaven, 
give me rest and refuge — will you harbor me here 

in your quiet house —will you, Oh, kind man, take 
me to board for three weeks, at any price you may 
name? Will you give me succor, help, comfort and 
sweet peace in your quiet, restful home— Oh, sir, 
will you?” 

The tired traveller had almost dropped to his 
knees as he spoke, so weary and wayworn was he; 
but the rural gentleman had disengaged himself 
from the door frame, and came to him. A hunted 
look was in the mild blue eye of the rural gentle- 
man. A quality of awe was in his voice: “ Stranger,” 
he softly said, “come with me.” 

The twain departed from the door yard. For 
several hundred feet they journeyed; the tired 
traveller following the swift though shuffling foot- 
steps of the farmer. They came to the brow of a 
long hill that led far away, and was easy of descent. 

The farmer turned and gave to the traveller 
his suit-case, which he had kindly carried. 

“‘Stranger and —friend and sufferer,” said the 
courteous agriculturist, “I hev brought yeou here, 
where yeou can git away an’ leave these here sur- 
roundin’s sudden if yeou shell so wish in a few 
minnits, when I hev said as I must an’ shell say. 
The Lord knows I need the money, but He also 
knows I meant t’ be an honest man. Th’ only rea- 
son yeou thought it wuz quiet and restful t’ my 
house wuz becuz yeou come along durin’ one of th’ 
rare intervals thet a certin lady thet lives there happened 





t’ be t’ the village down in th’ holler, in th’ other direction, SIMPLY FIERCE. 

tew miles away. I’m comin’ eout square an’ tell yeou THE STAR BOARDER (Solomon Jslands). ty the great horn war club, here’s 
thet this female person can and does talk more brainless that missionary again! We had him boiled with caper sauce on Sunday, Monday 
twaddle oftener and faster than any known creature with he was sliced cold, we had him as hash on Tuesday, and now here he is in the soup. 


yy” the truly artistic temperament the bird in the bush has scant notion of 
doubling its value by changing to the hand. 
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IF LINCOLN HAD HAD A TENNIS CABINET. 


WRITING HOME MADE EASY. 


LET THE STUDEN1?’s Srock LeTreR CoMPANY Do Your CORRESPONDENCE. 





HY wiggle, worry and work trying to write a letter home 
every week and then put a missive in the mail box 
that is sure to queer you with your near relatives? 

Let the Student’s Stock Letter Co. do this un- 
pleasant work for you. ‘They have a neat form let- 
ter for every one of the forty-eight weeks of the 
school year, all differently worded, but each doing 
its part toward solidating the college man with the 
folks at home, and at the same time requesting cur- 
rericy in a way that is sure not to offend. 

















Understand, these are not an ordinary type- 
written affairs, but are masterpieces of the students’ letter-writing art, 
and are mimographed in exact fac-simile of the ordinary illegible 
student hand. 

These letters come to you in book-form, one letter on a leaf, 
in consecutive order and perforated. All that the college man need 
do is tear out the next page and put it in an envelope properly 
addressed and stamped, and mail. ‘There is nothing to fill in; and 
in case you are absent from town on business for over a week you 
can arrange with your landlady to mail them at the proper time for 
you. ‘Thus with the aid of the Student’s Stock Letter Co. the 
student need take no valuable time which should be devoted to 
athletic, fraternal, social, and other work not mentioned in the 
college catalogue. 

We present herewith letter 3, which is a fair example of the 
general run of these letters. 

YARVARD, October 15, 1907. 
Dear GOVERNOR AND GOVERNESS : — 

Your recent letter and remit received. ‘Thanks. Yes, I am 
enjoying myself, but am as usual busy at school work. I find it 
necessary to stay up every night till twelve o’clock in order to com- 
plete the day’s programme. You ask where all the money goes to. 
I have big laboratory and other expenses to meet, and you know I 
do not want to curtail any of my college education because of 
pecuniary reasons. 


Also my stationery, writing home, comes high, 


ee unfortunately, is sometimes misplaced confidence. 





ec’y STANTON. SEc’y SEWARD. 
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and I have other expenses that you do not dream of. 
very expensive. 
With much love, and hoping to hear from you soon with my 
monthly check, and also father’s ck. for 25 which I need bad, 
I am, Your affect. son, 


College is 


The student can sign his initials below the word “son” if he 
desires, but this is not necessary. If interested, pin your calling 
card onto a dollar bill and mail to the Student’s Stock Letter Co., 
Yarvard, Conn. Donald A. Kahn. 


PURPORT. 


(A Magazine Sonnet.) 


OOK, LOVE, how far beyond the cryptic mist 
That swirls about the vocables I use 
And well-nigh fructifies my sterile muse 
To fancy something lurking in the list 
Of sounds I mix in vapors amethyst — 
Look how beyond the words I vaguely fuse, 
Whereof I may voluminously choose — 
The purport flutters, where thou dost not wist! 


And then a glimmer trembles through the cloud ! 
Thou think’st to capture of it one clear ray; 

Thy challenged thought, no more confused and cowed 
By verbalism leading sense astray, 

Has through the fog to this intention plowed: 
The fool stuff has no meaning, anyway! 


George Jay. 


A SURE WINNER. 


M* Henpeck.— Those who are unlucky in love are said to be 
lucky at cards. 
Henpeck.—If you’d let me out nights, dear, I think it would 
be a good thing for me to play poker. 











THE (MODERN) COW. 


il friendly cow with coat of silk 
I love—and so I ought; 

She gives me sterilized fresh milk 
At sixteen cents per quart. 


They take her temperature with care 
And test her milk to see 

That the percent. of each thing there 
Is just what it should be. 


In antiseptic stall she dwells, 
Is bathed and groomed each day, 
Drinks only from artesian wells 


And eats inspected hay. 


J. W, M. 


THE TRUTH MACHINE, 

- WAS the first great criminal trial since the 

passage of the law installing in every court- 
room the apparatus invented by Prof. Miinster- 
burg of Harvard for determining whether a wit- 
ness knows enough to tell the truth and, if so, 
whether he is doing it or not. ‘The district attorney 
was just closing his plea. 

“ We will admit,” he was saying, “that our chief witness 
is deficient in tactile sensibility and that his general sense per- 
ceptions test only a fraction under fifty-seven on a scale of one 
hundred. Were he our sole reliance, you might be justified in con- 
sidering our case, if not weak, at least less adamantine than Gibraltar 
in respect to its foundations. But he is not our sole reliance. In 
my hand I hold the record of the phygmograph which was attached 
to the defendant’s wrists during his cross examination,” 

Unrolling a strip of paper that resembled ticker-tape, the prose- 
cutor passed one end to the foreman of the jury and fed the remaining 
yards into the box as he proceeded with his argument. ‘‘ Gentlemen, 
the defendant is a cool hand, preternaturally coo!—I might say 
diabolically cool. Nota start, not the twitch of an eyelid or the quiver 
of a muscle betrayed his emotion under the ordeal to which he was 
subjected before your eyes. Does not that support the theory of 
his innocence, you ask? Indeed it might in the days before Justice 
called in the powerful aid of Science. Note the line which runs 
down the centre of this record tape. It registers the pulse beats of 
the defendent. At first it is regular, the undulations are even. But, 
ah, here we have a change. All in a moment it becomes broken, 
confused, fearfully contorted. Shall I tell you when that break came, 
gentlemen? It was at the moment when I asked the defendent, 
‘Where were you on the night of September fifth?’ His face indeed 
told no tale, but here we have the record of his tell-tale heart. How 
it was wrung at that moment with shame and terror! Look at the 
trace of its mad pulsations. This might be the Devil’s autograph!” 

The prosecutor paused for there was a disturbance in the rear 
of the room. “Silence in the court,” demanded the Judge. But 
silence did not come. ‘l'here was a short scuffle and a sound of 
suppressed laughter, after which a court officer approached the 


SIX LITTLE 


WholIs This? Why, this 
is Rakem of the Evening 


And here is Brown. 
Brown is laughing merrily 


And this is Jones of 


the Fost. He is laugh- 


Joinal, Heis laughing at ingat Brown,whoedits at Green, who edits a 
Jones of the Post, who a Sunday supplement Weekly and thinks he has 
thinks he has to work. and thinks he has to _to work. 


work, 
















PAUL REVERE’S RIDE. 
AS It MIGHT HAVE BEEN, HAD AUTOS BEEN INVENTED EARLIER, 
bench. “Your Honor,” he said, “may I whusper to yez a 


moment ?” 

“Certainly not,” said the Judge, “whatever you have to say 
must be said in open court,” 

“Well, thin,” said the officer, “if th’ disthrick attorney will ex- 
cuse me, there wuz a cat got into the workin’s of that there truth- 
tellin’ macheen.” 

The verdict was for acquittal. P. L. Allen. 


IN THE ASYLUM, 
N’v Joners was in a padded cell, 


But Smith, he had an added 
Insanity —so mad was he 
He had his brain-cells padded ! 


MARKED DOWN. 


M* HARDDRIVE.— It’s my opinion that the influence of bargain- ° 
sales is immoral, if not positively irreligious 
Mrs. Harpprive.—Why, dear, even the Bible speaks approv- 
ingly of the ninety and nine! 


LIT’RY LAUGHS, 


Now we come to Green, 
editor of the Weekly. He 
is laughing at Jackson who 
gets out a Monthly, and 
thinks Ae has to work. 


Which brings us to Jack- 
son, who is faughing at 
Smith. Smith edits an 
Annual and thinks there 
is work attached to it 


And Smith of the 
Annual laughs at 
Gray, who thinks 
there is work in get- 
ting out a Cyclo y 
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THE WIDOW GLOOME AND THE CANDIDATE. 


HE Widow Gloome and the young and clerical looking 
candidate for the only church in Billville had returned 
from the weekly class meeting. ‘The young candidate 
was the guest of the Widow Gloome in her big, old- 
fashioned house. The stairs creaked dismally and 
the Rev, Mathias Ezra Sadd seemed to hear scurrying 
ghostly forms as the Widow preceded him to his room 

with a lamp in her hand that would hold about a gill 

of oil. ‘Throwing open the door of a great, cavernous 
reom in which the temperature was about six below zero, 
the Widow said: 

“T allow to let you sleep in here seein’ that you are the minister. 

It ain’t ev'ry one I'd put in this room.” 

She set the lamp down on a big mahogany bureau and sighed 

deeply before saying: 

“As I say, it ain’t ev'ry one I'd put in this here room. The 

associations are too sacred, and there’s been too many o’ my kith an’ 

kin die right there in that bed for me to feel like putting just any 
one in it. You see that coffin-plate on the black velvet background 
in that frame just above the head o’ the bed? Well, that’s the plate 
from the coffin o’ my first husband. He died right on that very 
featherbed and that goose-feather piller you are goin’ to sleep on, 

His sister Ann is one o’ these spiritualists an’ when she comes here 

she says that he always comes to her ev’ry night she sleeps in this 

room. Mebbe he does an’ mebbe not. I dunno. Allis, I know I 

have heerd noises in this room that ain’t ever been accounted for to 

my satisfaction, and he said he allowed to come back if he could. 

My second husband died in that bed. ‘That’s his coffin-plate over 

on the wall to the left with a lock of his hair in the same frame. 

There's his slippers right there on the floor where he left them when 

he took them off the last time he wore ’em. I just took a notion 

never to have ’em moved. Now if you should happen to open the 
closet near the head o’ the bed don’t be scared if you see a skeleton 
hangin’ there. It belonged to an old Uncle of mine that died right 
there in that bed. He was a doctor and he brought the skeleton here 
with him. He used to say that it was the skeleton of a man that 
murdered his three different wives and the last person that slept in 
this room declared that he heerd the bones o’ the skeleton rattle like 
sixty in the dead o’ night. Mebbe he did. I know that there’s 

mighty strange things happen in this world. Did you ever have a 

skeleton left to you? Uncle Hiram left that one to me. 1 don’t reely 

want it, but I dunno 
how to git redd of it. 

A skeleton is a turrible . 

hard thing to git red 

of. Nobody you offer 
to give it to wants it 
and you can't throw it 
away with other rub- 
bish for it would make 
talk. ‘I'hen somehow, 

Uncle Hiram thought 

so much of it I kind o’ 

feel that I ought to 

keep it, but it ain't a 

pleasant piece o’ 

bricky-brack, as some 

would call it, to have 

around, There’s a 

couple o’ skulls in the 

closet that Uncle 

Hiram wanted me to 

keep for he said they 

was friends 0’ his when 

they was alive. I'll 

show you something.” 

She took the lamp 

and went to a remote 

corner of the room where 
she delved around in a big 
red chest for a moment or two, 

Then she came to the minister 

with a case of glittering surgical 











TREY NEED. ALL: OF IT. 


PUCK 


she asked. “If you ain’t before you see one now. Uncle Hiram 
cut up more’n forty people with that knife. I'll just lay it here on 
this table at the head o’ the bed and you kin see it better in the morn- 
ing when daylight comes. Awful solemn 
mem’ries it stirs up. Yes, and ev'ry time 
I look at that wig on the bedpost at the 
head o’ the bed L think of my poor Pa. 
He died in that very bed and he took a 
notion a day or two before he passed on 
that he didn’t want to be buried with a 
wig on. Said he reckoned angels didn’t 
wear wigs and so he’d ruther leave his 
here—porePa! I’ve left it hangin’ 
right theré where he hung it when 
he come down with smallpox —la, 
you needn’t start like that. The 
bedtick was b’iled a hull day an’ 
of course them ain’t the same 
bedclothes and the room was 
fumygated three times. I 
don’t reckon you would 
ketch anything even from 
the wig if you put it on, and 
of course you ain’t no occasion 
todothat. Factis, I’d some ruther 
you wouldn’t for, as I say, it ain’t 
to my knowledge been off that bed- 
post since poor Pa hung it there. ‘The 
last person to die in that bed was my pore 
old Aunt Salindy Dadd. She lay there six months and two weeks 
and three days. Seems as if I could see her layin’ there now. I ain’t 
no spiritualist but yet it seems to me I kin sometimes hear her groanin’ 
in the dead o’ night, and I swanny if I don’t hear something up here 
some nights that sounds mightily like some one walking ‘round. A 
cousin o’ mine that slep’ here just the other night said next mornin’ 
that he’d take oath before any joory that that closet door opened and 
closed of its own accord in the night and something come up to the 
bed and laid an icy hand on his brow and called him by his full name. 
Mebbe it did. I dunno. All is, as I have said before, there’s things 
happen in this world no one can explain to my satisfaction. What's 
that that seems to be grinnin’ on that little bracket over in yon corner? 
Oh, them’s pore Aunt Salindy’s false teeth. We didn’t put ’em in soon 
as we ought to after she died and then when we tried to we couldn’t 
so] just set’em up there 
on that little shelf to 
kind o’ remember her 
by. Well, [hope you'll 
have a good night’s 
rest. If that closet door 
should get to openin’ 
and shuttin’ I just wish 
you would see if you 
can see or feel anything 
in the room. Good 
night. You look some 
pale, You feel chilly ? 
If you do there’s some 
brandy in a bottle on 
the shelf in the closet. 
It’s some that was 
left after Aunt Salindy 
died and no one ain’t 
touched the bottle since 
she last drunk out of 
it— pore soul! You're 
welcome to some o’ 
that brandy if you 
want it. Well, good 
night. Makes me feel 
real solemn to come 
into thisroom. Lay as 
long as you have a mind 
to in the mornin’. I ailus 
























are Angels Hovering Near’ 


think o’ that song, ‘There , 








instruments. 
“ Ever see a dissecting knife?” 


when I come in here. Good 
Morris Wade. 


SEASONABLE CosruME SUGGESTION TO THE Cops OF THE 
‘‘BripGe CrusH” SqQuap. night.” 








B“ probably it is no harder to live up to your reputation when you are 
young than it will be to live it down after you get older. 




















THE TABLE TELLS THE STORY 


A Comparison of Non-Participating Premium Rates Between 


THE PRUDENTIAL 
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Every dollar paid on this NEW Common Sense Policy guarantees to the 
insured the Largest possible amount of Life Insurance Protection, 









Send in your age nearest birthday and we 
SUHAS THE A je! will give you further — 


STRENGTH OF °; Address Dept. P 


The Prudential 


Insurance Company of America. 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey. 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. 
Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. 


DO YOU WANT TO MAKE MONEY ? _ Bist grzrrantiesn Sane te Ponuie, New Oren 











































| Fixine tue Bae. 
“TI went fishing 


“‘T can easily be- 
lieve it,’”’ replied the 
Wall Street man. 


{ 


His ‘‘ RESIGNATION | 
LETTER.” 


‘“‘T made up my 
mind to never resign 
| till death, but I’ve 
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GENTLEMEN | yeunendap, and —will } This is the resig- | 
WHO DRESS FOR STYLE you believe it? —I nation the Billville int 
NEATNESS, AND COMFORT never got a bite all postmaster for- 
WEAR THE IMPROVED day,” said the Brook- warded to headquar- 
lyn man. ters: of th 


| thought better on it, 
and I’ll throw up the 
job, right now, if 
you'll promise to ap- 
point my wife in my 
| place. She’s been 
| runnin’ me and the 
post-office anyhow, 
and I’ve come to the 
conclusion that she’s 
overworked, and that 
Ineeda long holiday, 
but she won’t let me 
resign unless you 
promise to appin’t 
Her—and she most 
inginrully gits what 
she goes after. She 
knows the post-office 
business, and my 
business, and the 
business of every- 
| body else in the 
country, and _ she 
wants the job, and 
| I’m willin’!'? — Az. | 
lanta Constitution. | 





“This interference 


| of the Administration 
with the Trusts is 


hurting everything!” 
— Yonkers Statesman, | 
THE RECOGNIZED STANDA sf 
“MB The Name is 


stamped on ev ie 
loop — 
CUSHION 
BUTTON 


CLASP 










Renowned for its crystal 
clearness and sparkling qual- 


LITERARY returns 
are slow, but they 
have been known to 
come in just in time 
to pay the first instal- 
ment on an author’s 
monument, —A//anta 
Constitution. 





ity. Adds snap and tone 

to the high-ball. Bottled 
at the Springs, Homburg 
v./d. Hohe, Germany. 


| By Royal Warrant to 
His Majesty the King 
LUYTIES BROTHERS 
New York 
Sole Agents 


WHEN YOU ORDER WHISKEY, 
ORDER THE BEST. THE BEST IS 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


IT IS PURE, RIPE, MELLOW AND 
WHOLESOME. THE AMERICAN 
GENTLEMAN'S WHISKEY 














A WOMAN writer 
LIES FLAT TO THE LEG—NEVER | says: “It is the 
SLIPS, TEARS NOR UNFASTENS thought behind the 
Sample pair, Silk50c,, Cotton 2c. smile that makes it 
| beautiful.” Ina 
| good many cases the 
thought is that the 
other fellow is pay- 
ing for the round.— 
Washington Post. 
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NEAR-SWIMMING. 


“Mother, may I go learn to swim?” 
“Yes, my darling daughter. 
Learn at a correspondence school, 
And don’t go near the water.” | 
— Yonkers Statesman. 


A scientific remedy which has been 





for Liquor and 


ecley Drug Using 
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‘Ya % ! 
U | eC skilfully and successfully administered by ; 
- medical specialists for the past 28 years. WILLING. 
At the following Keeley Institutes: SaID the stuttering baritone Gantz, | 
When asked by the chorister Rantz, | 
Dwight, I}. Portiand, Me. Buffalo, N, Y. Pittsburg, Pa. . : . t s ty | f 
Sirsa, Reet, Seria, it, etiawam || 16 i was his desire 2 cwetsinieratmantacsoe™ | 
Beare. al Conan, a ~. Omaba, Neb. Philadelphia, Pa. pn gg l'o sing In the choir, x 
C. Crab Orchard, Ky. Cor, Cass & 25th Sts, 812 N. Broad St, ; “ieba. vere 
"S11 Maples! bt, Lexington, Mass. North Conway, N. He marvideog, Pe ae my as ow “1d j-j-j-jump at the chants.” | —_ 
| <r s Magazine. 
Puck Proofs | cs 
COPYRIGHT, 1907, GY KEPPLER & ScHwARIMANN 
| | | 
| the c 
| 
| | matri 
| | 
| | 
| 
| | 
| | 
| 
| | 
| 
“THE ETERNAL QUESTION — ied HIS SUCCESSOR. __ it aa Fe Te a 
“Which Gown Shall I Wear?” * M Photogravure in Black, 11 x8 {n, “ca oot ee acl 
By leighton Budd. LEFT AT HOME, otogravu ack, . By Stuart Travis. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 
Photogravure in Black, 8x 11 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. By “O' Neill,” PRICE 25 CENTS. sl scab ceili 
COPYR'GHT, 1906, GY KEPPLER & ScHWARTWANN 3 wesy 
| that 1 
ae soit W 
3 
te 
? apiec 
2 in the 
| ! 
EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. - ; ————— the s 
| By Shef Clarke. THE LOVE SCENE. Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x9 in. front 
Photogravure in Black, 12x9 in, PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. By Gordon H. Grant. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. _— 
THESE are a few examples of the PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten - 
; jie: ail as a Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy Miniature Reproductions. 
THEIR FIRST . QUARREL Photogravure in Black, 11 x 8 in. & 
Art Stores and Dealers supplied b 
By “O'Neill,” PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. THE ANDERSON PUBLISHING CO,, 32 Union Square, N.Y. Address PUCK, New York, 295-309 Lafayette St. 
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No Cuance to Finn Ovt. 


“Did you know that Manning spoke six languages?” 
“No. I’ve never seen him except when he was accompanied by his wife.” 
—Chicago Record- Herald. 


WitH milk selling at nine cents a quart in New York, what will become | 
of the oyster stew joke.— Detroit Free I’ress. 





The Government of the U.S. 


is the only Govern , ment in the World that provides 
its citizens with a simple means of distinguishing 
between REAL 43 whiskey and imitations. Under 
im Bond Act, whiskey bottled un- 

der Government Supervision 

t—ee—~ Must bear over the 

“.« Meck of each bottle a 

i= —*- Green Stamp on 

eruer etane ov enovees which is plainly stated 

the exact age, strength 

IN BOND 4nd quantity of whiskey 

in the bottle. When your 















Even if they cost more, their popu- 
larity would not be less—for Egyp 

tian Deities are selected for their 
health requires a stimulant, demand quality and not because of the price. 


ny Brook } | FoypTiAN 


[THE PURE FOOD ) | | 
hiskey | 


DISTILLED IN KENTUCKY 


Because then you will KNOW that the whiskey you drink is not immature, artifi- 
cially aged or adulterated in any way. SUNNY BROOK is distilled scientifically, 
matured thoroughly, ripened and flavored by age only, and bottled under the direct | 
supervision of U. S. Internal Revenue Officers. it hes the with its high \ } 
quality and soft, rich flavor fully preserved — a whiskey without an equal — the | 
choicest product of Kentucky's greatest Distillery. 


Sold bv all First-Class Dealers. 


PE LS TEE 5S 


3 Connoisseurs select them everywhere because no 
better cigarette is known. Their quality is the 


highest ever obtainea i. the production of 
cigarettes. , 


No. 1 Size 10 for 35c. No. 3 Size Iv * ¥ 25c. 
After Dinner Size, Cork Tips, 35c. 
S. ANARGYROS, Mfr., 111 Fifth Ave. New York 

















Egyptian Scenes— Tomb of Queen Hatasu near Dier-el-Behai. 
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MEAN. 


“T think that Mrs. Welldressed is just too mean for anything.” 

“Why, what’s the matter now?” 

“T met her on the street car and offered to pay her fare. And would 
you believe it, the mean thing let me.”— Detroit Free Press. 


LIrERARY REVENGE, 
“The heroine in your novel doesn’t seem to have a mind of her own,” said 
the critic to the author. “She doesn’t speak out.” 
“That’s where I get even,” replied the author. “I’ve been three times 
married!” — Atlanta Constitution. 


JUDGMENT. 
Mr. Repp.—There goes Mr. and Mrs. Greene in their new car. 
Mrs. Repp.—What make is it, dear? 
“Same as ours.” 
“Qh, is it? It doesn’t smell the same, does it ?”— Yonkers Slatesmarn. 


USELEss. 
The worm will turn, they say, and yet 
I still would like to learn. 
When stepped upon, what good it does 
The little worm to turn? 
—Detroit Free Press. 





It would have surprised Wall street some decades ago could it have known 

that the name “Jay Gould” would be better known in tennis than in finance. > oe — “Se 
Washington Evening Star. _ 
IMMATERIAL. 


Ir 1s said that King Edward smokes cigars worth two dollars and a half _— 
THE Novice.—What’s Bugaboo for this hole? 


apiece. Five-cent cigars are worth two dollars and a half apiece when you are 


. : . ° Tur VerTrrRan.— ¢ ? 4 >e wie ey ? 
in the country’and can’t get any other kind.— Somerville Journal. THe VeTeRAN.— Bugaboo? You mean bogie, don’t you! 


THe Novice,—Oh, yes; but what's the odds. I knew it was some- 


One can hardly blame the man who has just returned from a vacation at thing to do with scaring children 


the seashore for getting warm under the collar when he is everywhere con- 





fronted with the advice to “buy Christmas presents early and avoid the rush.” It’s the proper thing to take Abbott's Bitters with 
, As a glass of sherry or soda before meals; gives you an 
— Washington Post. appetite. At all druggists. 








@ Portland, Oregon — ,12,Fet",23,"%" —NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 





= by a secret process 
“LUCKY STRIKE” has a 
fragrance and charm all its own. 


LUCKY STRIKE 


Other bitters lose their vogue when “Underberg” Bitters 
is introduced. Its delicious, exclusive flavor —imitated, 
but never equalled, makes it a favorite, but, its beneficial 
effects as an instantaneous tonic and “‘ bracer ”’ render it 
unique asa stimulant. It aids digestion and is among the 
choicest of table luxuries. 

Enjoyable as a Cocktail and Better for You 
Try an ‘‘ Underberg’’ pony before and after meals. 
Over 6,000,000 Bottles imported to U. S. 


: : At all Hotels, one and Restaurants, or by the bottle at Wine Merchants and 
roy, » Bes Lug Ask for UNDERBERG. Booklet Sree. 
/1€ £3E ST . Underberg Albrecht, Rheinberg, Germany 


Bitter Ligueur LuYTies BROTH ERS, 204 William Street, New York, Sole Ageats 





Sliced Plug Pipe Tobacco 


has the largest sale in the world. It smokes 
cool to the end without waste, and does not 
blow out of the bowl. For over fifty years 
the name “PATTERSON” on tobacco 
has been a guarantee of high quality. 


Pocket Size, Tin Box, 10c. 














Is better than foreign 
Champagnes but costs only 
half the price, as it is Ameri- 
can made and there is no 
duty or ship freight to pay. 




















Served Everyw 
apes Rperyutore GENIUS, On his tour of New York, Mr. ee 
“Shakespeare was a man of wonder- will discuss “The Needs of Democ- 
Bag ae dL fal genius.” racy.” What it has needed for some 
“= Ppmygenot te won ne difference “Yes,” answered Mr. Stormington | time is enough votes to win an election. 
is ; el a 
6 Barnes, in a tone of regret; “any one | —Washington Post. 





stomach is all wrong. — Somerville 


Journal who could make those plays pay as he d bot ee <7 oe — A 


did must have been a veritable wizard ais 
of finance.— Washington Star. 





No Cause For ALARM. 

He.— It is said there are 200,000,- 
ooo copies of the Bible scattered 
throughout the world. 

SHE.—You don’t mean it ? 

“Oh, don’t be alarmed, dear. Your 
real age is probably only recorded in 
HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS one of them!”— Yonkers Statesman. 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, | 

















Ta Moths SeBeker ree an geen, } MAW Youn MANIFOLD OpporTUNITIES, 
All kinds of Paper made to order. “As I understand it,” said the visi- 
“| tor from abroad, “in your great re- 
A SABLE VETERAN. public almost anybody has a chance 


of becoming President.” 

“T won’t go so far as to say that,” 
answered the American statesman; 
‘but almost anybody can have a presi- 
dential boom.” — Washington Star. 


An oid Georgia negro having told 
the judge that he had “ been in three 
wars,” was asked to name them, when 
he replied: “I wuz a cook in de con- 
fedrit war, an’ atter freedom broke out 
I wuz married two times!”—A/anta 


° . J 7) 
Constitution. WALKING HoME. 


“T understand that theatrical com- 
pany you sent out has been side- 


A Sorpip NATURE. . ‘ 
tracked ?” said the comedian. 


“Those financial investigations are “Not at all,” replied the manager; 
very interesting.” “they are walking home on the main 
“They are,” answered the man who | ine !”— Yonkers Statesman. 
is selfishly ambitious. “Only there PERHAPS, after all, it would be bet- 





are too many explanations of how the | ter for a large corporation like the 
trick was done, and nothing reliable | Standard to keep books on a slate so 
about what the next good things will | that the records may be readily rub- 
be.” —- Washington Star. bed out.—/ndianapolis News. 











| FALLEN. 


A Word to Advertisers Broth oS a al 


‘Lost everybody’s respect.” 
‘* Everybody’s. ey even speaks of the place where 


Substitutes are Dear at Any Price. they sent him as a sanitarium. 
Advertising in PUCK costs more than in other Humor- 
ous Publications. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
And There {s a Reason, “its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
z invaluable in the Home and Office. 

PUCK is the Best Humorous Publication in America, 
and the best is always the highest-priced. We don’t 
ask you to take our word for it. We invite comparisons. 





DEGENERACY. 
When genius begins to get rich it becomes mere talent.—Chicago Record- 
The Best is the Cheapest. Herald. 
Advertising in PUCK gives the largest returns for the 


least money. WALTER WELLMAN’s latest fluke should not be regarded as a complete 


failure if he comes back with enough material for a new two-hour lecture.— 


Ask any Advertising Agency for rates or other information, Washington Post 
or address 
ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT A New York couple have just celebrated the sixty-third year of a married 
PUCK, NEw York life in which they have not had a single quarrel. It is almost safe to say the 











woman doesn’t wear waists that button down the back.— Washington Post. 
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Ask for 
Trimble Whiskey 
High Ball. 
The best of all. 


rimble 


= Bwhiskey 
Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 


SOLE PROPRIETORS 
WHITE, HENTZ &Co. 
Phila. and New York 


ESTABLISHED 


1793 





- BOKER’S BITTERS 


Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an m appetizer and a delicacy In mixed drinks, 





THERE are still a few ope n cars to be sure, but for the most part the end 
seat hog has to be satisfied with expectorating on the floor in violation of the 
ordinance made and provided.—J/ndianapolis News. 
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BUN NER?’ 
Short Stories 


SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and 
conditions of readers 
— Pittsburgh Dispatch 


The Runaway Browns 


Will bring more than one hearty 
laugh even from those unused to 
smile N., P.& S. Bulletin 


Made in France 


Though the creations are de 
Maupassant’ s the style is Bun 
ner's, and we are well acquainted 
with that quaint humor and orig 
inality. Jetvoit Free Press 


More Short Sixes 


You smile over their delicious 
absurdities. perhaps, but never 
roar because they are “awfully 
funny.’’— Boston Times. 


The Suburban Sage 


Mr. Bunner in the present vol- 
ume writes in his most happy 
mood. — Boston Times, 


Five Volumes, in Cloth, 

or separately : 

Per Volume, - - 1.00 
For sale by al! Booksellers, 
or by mail from the 


Publishers on receipt 
of price. 


Address: 
PUCK, New York. 


- $5.00 





Pe, Meg 
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Shaving 
Soap 


“The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face” 





WHY THE PRUDENTIAL CHANGED ITS PLAN OF DOING BUSINESS. 


**The Prudential Insurance Company of 


* America has changed to a non-participating 


basis because it believes that the man who 
buys life insurance to-day wants a policy at 
the lowest possible cost, with the best pro- 
tection that money will purchase.” 

Former United States Senator John F. 
Dryden, president of The Prudential, thus 
stated the reasons for ‘The Prudential’s 
change in its plan of doing business. 

‘**The Company has taken this course be- 
lieving that the general public now prefers 
low life insurance rates with liberal guaran- 
tees, rather than higher rates with estimated 
dividends. 

‘*We believe our new non-participating 
policy meets these demands and that it will 
be found equal to if not better than any 
other policy now offered to the public. It 
is issued in amounts from $1,000 up, and 
contains the entire contract, everything in 
the policy being guaranteed. It is a great 
success. 

‘In The Prudential’s office and field ad- 
ministration,” President Dryden continued, 
‘*many important improvements have been 
introduced, the effect of which will be to 
further reduce the expense-rate and bring 
about economies in management in other 
directions. ‘This is in strict conformity with 
the Company’s established plan for many 
years, each succeeding year indicating prog- 
ress and success, as measured by the most 
rigid standard of sound economy 

‘During 1906 The Prudential’s general 
expense-rate, exclusive of taxes, was the 
lowest in the Company’s history, the reduc- 


tion being nearly 
premium income. 

‘The Prudential has the well - earned 
reputation of thorough familiarity with every 
detail of office and field administration, and 
its complex business, financial, actuarial, 
medical and other experience now extends 
over more than three decades. Every pres 
caution is emploved to safeguard the in- 
terests of policyholders against the admis- 
sion of interior risks, and the question of 
quality alone determines the business policy 
vl the Company. 

‘The Prudential has now over 7,000,000 
policies in force, and its new low-cost non- 
participating policy is one of the best-selling 
policies The Prudential has ever issued. 
Prudential agents all over the country are 
handling the new policy with great success 
and reporting big business, 

‘*In a table just published The Prudential 
compares its new low rates with the average 
rates of one hundred and two life insurance 
companies of the world, The comparison 
is exceedingly instructive, and graphically 
emphasizes the asseition that the new rates 
of The Prudential are the lowest, consistent 
with liberality and safety, offered to the 
public by any company of corresponding 
size, importance and responsibility in either 
the United States or Europe 

‘*A specimen of the new policy will be 
sent, free of cost, to any person sending age 
and occupation to The Prudential, Newark, 
N. J., and we believe that upon comparison it 
will be found there is no policy in the world 
equal to the new policy of The Prudential.” 


three per cent. of the 
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WILLIAMS’ SHAVING SOAP 
yields a heavy, copious lather like thick 
cream---delightful to see---delicious to 


feel. 
May be had in the form of Shaving Sticks or Shaving Tablets. 
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IN THE TEMPERANCE TOWN 


Mr. PERKINS. — Yew kin git a purty fair jag on hard 
cider, 
Mr. CELeKxy, — Yew bet yew kin. I’m sorter surprised 


nobody ain’t never put up hard cider as a patent medicine. 


Cellarette, side-bourd, sleeping-car or ocean steamer 
kit is incomplete without Abbott's Bitters. Adds zest 
and flavor, aids digestion 


EXPERTNESS ASSUMED. 
“So you want a position in our offices,” said Mr. Dustin Stax. 
know anything about managing a railway?” 
“T am not supposed to know all about it,” answered the applicant. “tf 
was once a member of a state legislature.”— Washington Star. 


“Do you 
























Jou Jones was a man who had traveled 
And lived an adventurous life — 
A reckerless fellow like Mr. Othello, 
Who pillowed his poor little wife, 
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Head hunters had hunted his top-piece, 
And cannibals sought him for soup; 

Thibetans fanatic and Chinese piratic 

Had followed his trail with a whoop. 









John Jones had been chased by Apaches 
And shot at by punchers from Butte; 

Marauding Sicilians, Calabrian villians, 
Were frequently seen in pursuit. 
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The terrors of Terra del Fuego 
Endeavored to catch him in vain, 

And Zunis and Zulus and other wild lulus 
Pursued him again and again. 


John Jones was a man 
And lived 
All danger sur 


But they found him one morning in South Street, 
Head busted; face paler than chalk. 

He had started out bumming and got what was coming ~ 
In the Little Old Town of Noo Yawk. 











B.L. TZ. 








